SYNOPSIS.

Gearge Percival Algernon Jones, vice-
{lr'-n:dl-n'. nf the Metropolitan Orfental
ug esmpany of New York, thirstug far
Fomance, in in Calro on & business tr-r
Herace Ryanne arrives st the hotel o
Cairo with w carpfully guarded bundie.
vanne sells Jonsa the famous holy i-
ordes rug which he admits having st
from 4 pansha ot Bagdad Jodes iy
ajor Callahan and later i@ Introduc
Portune Chedsoye by a woman to whom
¢ had joaned 160 pounds nt Monte Carlo
somme I ha previously, and who turns
out to be Fortune's mother. Jones takes
Mra. Chedsoye and Fortune to a polo
ann Fortune returns to Jones the
oney borrowed by ber mother. Mrs.
Chedsoye appeara to be pnguged in some
gysterious enterprise unknown to the
gaughter.,’ Ryanne interesta Jones in the
Unlted NMomancs and Advonture com-
peny, a concern which for u price will
arrunge any kind of dh adventura o or-
Ger. Mm. Chedsoye, her brother, Major
Callaban, Wallace nnd Ryanne, aa the
United Romance and Adventurs company,
lan & risky enterprise Involving Jones.
ranne makes known to Mrs, Chedsoye
nis lotention to marry Fortune Mra.
Chedsoye decinres she will not permit It
Flans are lald to prevent Jones suiling
for home. Ryanne steals Jopes' letters
Q;ld cable dlspatches, He wirea agent Ino
New York, in Jones' nome, thar he s
renting house In New York to some
friends. Mahomed, keeper nof the holy
carpet, 14 on Ryanne's trall. Hyanne
.gr-‘:mlna Fyrtuna that he will see that
onés comen to no harm as a result of his
urchnse of the ruf. Malhomed acconts
Ayanne and demands the Yhlordes rug.

vanne tells him Jones has the rug and
s ggesia the abduction of the New York
& erchant as 4 means of securing Its -

{ rm, The rug disappears from Jones'
toom.  Fortune quarrels witlh her mother
v ian the Iatter refuses to explain hee
oiyeterious actions. Fortune gets a mes-
sage purporting to be from Hyanne ask-
ing ber to meet him In a seciuded place
that evening, Jones recelves o mossnge
blklnxhim to meet Ryanne at the Engliah-
ar the same evening, Jones ls carried
oM into the desart by Muihomed and lils
fccomplices after a desperate fight. e
dlscovers that Hyanne and Fortune also
are captiven, the former is badly battered
and unconsclous Ryanns recovers con-
sciousnesa and the sight of Fortune in
captivity revaals to him the fact that

Amomed intends to gel vengeance on
il through the girl, Fortuns acknowl-
sdgea that ahe atole the rug from Jonea'
foctn. Bhe offers to return It to Mahomed
it ha will free all three of them. Mna-
homed agreos to liberate Fortune and one
pf the men In return for the rug. A cour-
er |8 pent to Calro for the rug, but re-
urns with the Information that Mrs.
‘liedsoyve and her brother hava salled for
rew York,  Fortuna spurns offered fres-
fom which doss not Include hér two com-
puniona. The caravan continues the f)n'ur-
ney toward Bagidad, Ryannas tells Jones
that Mms. Chedsoye I8 the most adroit
muggler of the age, ard is overheard by

artune. The threa captives ares rescued
bk Henry Ackermann, who [ In charge
of a carpet caravan. Mahomed escapes

Mra. Chedsoye discovers tha nbsence of
Fortune and leavea for New York, tnking
tho girl'm helongings with her. Throukgh
tor, letters Mry. Chedsoye, the major
nd thar scoomplices take posseasion of
ones’ New York home

CHAPTER XVIII,
The Man Who Didn't Care.

It was the first of February when
Ackermann’s caravan drew Into the
ancient city of Damascus. That part
of the caravan deserted by Mahomed

put out for Cairo immediately they
struck the regular camel-way.
tune,

pltlable condition, heart and boedy
weary, in rage and tatters. George,
now thet the haven was agsured,
dropped hia forced buoyancy, his prat-
tle, liln Jests, He had dooe ill & mor-
ti! mon could to keep up the spirits
of his counfortunates; and he saw

thnt, most of the time, he hnd wasted

tin talents. Ryanne, sullen and mo-
voge, often told him to “shut up;™
which wasn't exhilarating. And For-

tune viewed hia attempts without
senslog them and frequently looked at
him without seelng him, Now, all this
was not particularly comforting to the
man who loved her and was doing
what he could to lighten the dreari-
nesa of the journey. He made allow-

ances, however; besides suffering un- |

osual privations, Fortune had had a
frightful mental shock. A girl of her
depth of character could not he ex-
pected to rise Immediately to the old
fevel. Sometimes, while gathered
about the evening fire, he would look
ap to find her sad eyes staring at him,
and It mattered not If he stared In re
turn; a kind of clalrvoyance blurred
viaibllitien, for she was generally look-
Ing into her garden at Mentone and
wondering when this horrible dream
would pass. Bubjects for conversa-
tion wera exhaunsted In no time. Dig
as he might, George could find noth-
ing new; and often he recounted the
same tale twice of an evening. Sar-
donie laughter from Ryanne.
Ackermann had glven them up as
hopeless. He was o strong, valn, dom-
tneering man, kindly at heart, how-
sver, but impatient. When he told a
story, be demanded the attention of
4]l; so, when Ryanpe yawned before
tis eyes, and George drew plctures in
the sand, snd the girl fell asleep with
Ger head upon her knees, he drew
off abruptly and left them to thelr
own devicea, He had crossed and re-
crossed the aflences so often that he
was no longer capable of judging me-
curately another man's mental pro-
<éuses, That they had had a strange
and numblng experienco he readily
understood; but now that they wers
out of duress and headed for the
coant, he saw no resson why they
should not act lke human beings,
They still put up the small tent for
Fortune, but the rest of them slopt
apon the sand, under the siars. Onee,
George awoke as the dawn was gild-

sitituds, Ho did not know 1t, but
' W sakiog Uod why those things

5
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For- |
George and Ryanne were in a |

should be. He threw off his blunket
and ran to her,

“Fortune, you musin't do that. You
will cateh cold.”

“l1 cannot sleep,” sho said simply.

He tock her by the hand snd led
ber to the tent. "Try.” be said. Then
he did something he had never done
before to any woman save his mother,
He kissed her hand, turned qulckly,
and went over to his blanket. She
remained motioniess bafore the tent
The band fsscinated her. From the
hand her gage traveled to the man
seltling himself comfortably under his
blanket. Pity, pity! that
wag over to be her portion; pity!

In Damapscus the trlo presented
themselves at the one decent hotel,
and but for Ackermann's charges upon
the manager, it {8 doubtful if he would
have accepted them &s guests; for &
more suspieiouslooking trio he had
never set eyes upon. (A hotel man
welghs a person by the guality of his
clothes.) Moreaver, they carried no
luggage. Ackermann went sponsor;
ind knowing something of the integ-
rity of the rug-hunter, the manager
surrendered, And when George pre-
sented his lstier of credit at the Im-
perial Ottoman Bank, again it wis
Ackermann who vouched for him. It
had been agreed to say nothing of the
charncter of thelr adventure, None
of them wanted to be followed by cu-
rious eyes.

With n handful of British gold in his
pocket, George faced the futurs hope-
fully., He took his companions In
and about town, hunting the shope for
clothing, which after varlous difficul-
ties they succeeded in finding. It was
ill-fitling and cheap, but it would serve
tiil they reached Alexandria or Naples.

“How are you flxed?' asked Ry-
anne, gloomily surveying COeorge's
siioddy cotton-wool sult,

“Cash in hand?"

"Yes."

"About four hundred pounds.
Naples I can cable.
any?"

“Would you mind advanciog me
two months® salary?"

“Ryanne, do you really mean to
stlck to that proposition?"

“It's on my mind Just now."

“Wall, we'll go back o the bank
and I'll draw & hundred pounds for

At
Do you want

you. You can pay your own expenses |
ps wo go. But what are we going tni
do In regard to Fortunel”
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he'd have been allve today. Oh, damn
it all; Jet's go back to the hotel end
order that club-steak, or the best imi-
tation they have. I'm golng to have
a pint of wine. T'm as dull as a ditch
in 8 paddy-fleld”

“A bottle or two will not hurt any
of us. Well ask Ackermann. | For
God knows where we'd have been to-
day but for him. And let him do all
the yarning. It will please him."

“And while he gabs, we'll get the
best of the steak and wine!” For the
first time in days Ryanne’s laughter
had a bit of the erstwhile rollicking
tone,

The dinner was an event. No dell-
cacy (mostly canned) was overlooked.
The manager, as he heard the guin-
eas jlngle in Goorge's pocket, was
filled with shame; not over his origi-
nal doubts, but relatlve to his lack
of perception. The tourists who sat
at the other tables were scandalized
at the popping of champagne-corks,
Sanctimonlous faces glared reproof.
A jovial spirit in the Holy Land was
an anachronlsm, not to be tolerated.
And wine! Horrihle! Doubtless,
when they retired to their native back-
porches, they retold with never-end-
ing horror of having witnessed such
a scene and having heard such laugh-
ter upon the sacred soll

Hven Fortune laughed, though Ry-
anne’s enr, keenest then, detected the
vague note of hysterla, If the meat
wns tough, the potatoes greasy, the
vegetnbles flavorless, the wine flat,
none of them appeared to be aware
of it. II Ackermann could talk he
could slso eat; and the clatter of
torks and knives was the theme rath-
ar than the variation to the symphony,

George felt himeelf drawn deeper
and deeper into those tragic waters
from which, as In death, there is no
return, She was go lonely, so ead
and forlorn, that thera was as much
brother as lover In his sympathy.
How patlent she had been during all
{hose Inconcelvable hardships! How
brave and steady; and never a mur-
mur! The single gless of wine had
brought the color back to her cheek

and the sparkle into her eye; yel he
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“Ryanne, Do You Really Mean

“S8ea that she gets safely back to
Mentone."

“Supposa she will not go there?”

“It's up to you, Percival; it's all up
to you. You're the gay Lochinvar
from the west. [I'm not sure—no one
over Is regarding a woman—but I
think she'll listen to you. She wouldn't
give an ear to a scalawag like ma.
This caravan business has put me out-
slde the pale. T've lost caste.”

“You're only desperate and discour-
aged; you can pull up stralght.”

“Much obliged!"

"You haven't looked at life normal-
ly; that's what the matter la."

"Solon, you'te right. There's that
poor devil back In Bagdad. 1've killed
& man, Perclval, It doesn't mix well
o my dreams.”

“You sald that it was in seli-de
fenne.”

bado't gone after that damned rug

"And God knows it was. But if I|gullty

George concluded that he must ac-
quire patience . Bhe was far too loyal
o run away without firet giving him
warning. In the event of her refus-
ing Mortimer's reof and protection, he
kiuew what his plans would be. Some
one else eonld do the buying for Mor-
timer & Jones; his business would be
to revolve round this lonely girl, to
watch and guard her without her be-
ing aware of it. Of what use were
riches it he could mot put them to
whatever use he chose? BSo he would
walt near her, to gee that she came
and went unmolested, t1l] against that
tima when she would recognize how
futlle her efforts were and how wide
and high the wall of the world was.
That mother of hers! To his mind
It was positively unreal that one so
charming and lovely ghould he at
heart strong da the wind and mercl:
less s the gea, His mother had been
everything; bhers, worge than mone,
an etarnal question. What a drama
she had moved sbout In, without un-
derstanding!

George did not possess that easy
and adjustable sophistry which made
Ryanne look upon smuggling as a
clever gama between two cheats. His
point of view coinclded with For-
tune's; It was thlevery, more or less
condoned, but the ethics covering it
were soundly established. He had
come very near being culpable him-
polf. True, he would not have been
gullty of smuggling for profit; but
nons the less he would have tried to
chent the government.. His sig had
found him out; he had now neither
the rug mor hls thousand pounds,

All these cogitations passed through
his mind, digjointedly, as the dinner
progressed toward its end. They bade
Ackermann good-by and Godspeed, as
he wes to leave early for Belrut, upon
his way to Smyrma, Fortune went to.
bed; Ryanne sought the billlard-
room and knocked about the balls;
while George neked the manager if
he could send a cable from the hotel
Certainly he could. It took some
time to compose the cable to Morti-
mer; and it required some gold be-
gides. Mortimer must havea falr view
of the-.case; and George presented it,
requesting a reply to he sent to Cook's
in Naples, where they expected to be
within ten days.

“How much will thias be?"

The porler got out his telegraph-
hook and studled the rates carefully.

“Twelve pounds six; sir.”

The porter greeted each soverelgn
with a genuflectlon, the lowest being
the twelfth., George pocketed the re-
ceipt and went In search of Ryanne,

But that gentleman was no longer
In the billiard-room. Indeed, he had
gone quietly to the other hotel and
written & cabla himeelf, the code of
which was not to be found in any
book. Ior a long time he seemed to
be in doubt, for he folded and refold-
od his messnge hall a dozen times be-
fore his actions became declsive, He
tore it up and threw the scraps upon

to Stick to That Proposition?™

was sure (hat behlnd this apparent
lveliness lay the pitiful desperation
of the helpleas. He had not spoken
again mbout -0ld Mortimer, He would
walt till after he had sent & long
cable. Then he would speak and
show her the answer, of which he
had not a particle of doubt. As mal-
ters now stood, he could not tell her
that he loved her; his quixotic mense
af chivalry was too strong to permit
this atep, urga as his heart might
tipon it. She might misinterpret his
lova as born of pity, and that would
be the end of everything. He was con-
fldent now that Hyasuna mesant noth-
Ing to ber. Her lack of enthusiasm,
whenever Ryaune spoke {o her In
these days; the pecullar Horlzontality
of her lips and brows, whenever Ry-
anne offered m trifling courtesy—all
pointed to distrust. George felt »
gladness.  After all, why

the floor and hastened into the street,
as if away from temptation. He
walked fast and Indirectly, smoking
{nnumerablo oignreties, He was fight-
ing hard, the evil In him agninat the
good, the chanees of the futurs agalnst
the irreclaimable past, At the end of
an hour he returned to the strange ho-
tel. His lips were puffed and bleed-
ing. He had smoked so many clga-
rettes and had pulled them so Impa-
ttently from his mouth, that the dry
paper had cracked the delicate skin

He rewrote his cable and pald for
the sending of it, Then he poked
about the unfamiliar eorridors till he
found the dingy bar. He sat down be-
fore a peg of whisky, which wasa fol-
lowed by many more, each a bit stiffer
than Its predecessor, At last, when
he had had enough to put & normal
man's head upon the table or to cover
his face with the mask of {nanity,
Ryanne fell Into the old habit of talk-
ing aloud. |

“Horace, old top, what's the usa?
We'd just like to be good If we could,
eh? But they won't let us. We'd
grow raving mad in a monastery. We
were honest at the time, but we
couldn't atand the monotony of wateh-
ing green ollves turn purpls upon the

gilvery bough. Nay, nayl"

He pushed the glass away from him
and studled the air-bubbles as they
formed, rose to the surface, and were
diesipated.

“No matter what the game bhas
been, nomehow or other, théy've
bashed us, and we've lost out.”

He emptied the glass and ordered
'inother. Heand the bartender wene
alons, :

“After all, love 18 llke money. It's
better to live frugally upon the inter-
est than to sguander the caplital and
go bankrupt. And who cares, any-
how ™

Ha drank once more, dropped a ‘l“-
soverelgn upon fthe table, and pushed
back his chair. His eyes were blood:

shonldn't she distrust Ryanne?
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“lg It Bad News?"

A

{ng-room, where he wrote m short let-
ter, It was not withont & perverted
ganse of humor, for a smila twisted
his lps till he had sealed the letter
and addressed the envelppe to
George Percival Algernon Jones. He
stuffed it into a pocket and went out
whistling “The Heavy Dragoons"” from
the opera of “Patlence."
Before the lighted window of a shop
he paused. He swayed a little, From
a pocket of his new coat he pulled
out a glove. It was gray and small
and much wrinkled. From time to
time he drew It through his fingers,
staring the while at the tawdry trin-
kets in the shop-window. Finally he
looked down at the token. He became
very gtill. A moment passed; then
he flung the glove Into the gutter, and
proceeded to his own hotel, He left
the letter with the porter, pald hls
bill, and went out again into the dark,
chill night.

He was now what he had been two
months ago, the man who didn't care

CHAPTER XIX.
Fortune Decldes.

George and Fortune wers seated at
breakfast. It was early morning. At
ten they wers to depart for Jaffa, to
take the tubby French packet there to
Alexandria. They could just about
make it, and any delay meant a week
or ten days longer upon this ragged
and inhospltahle const.

“Ryanne has probably overslept
After breakfast I'l go and rout him
out. The one thing that really ticklea
me,” George continued, as he pared
the tough rind from the sklony bacon,
i, we shan't have any luggage.
Think of the blessing of traveling
without & trunk or a vallse or A
steamer-roll!"

“Without even & comb or a halr
brush!"

“It's great fun."
tonst,

And Fortune wondered how she
could tell him. She was without any
tollet artlcles, She hadn't even &
toothbrush; and it was quite out of
the questlon for her to bother him
about trifles, much as ehe needed
them. She would have to live In the
clothes she wore, and trust that the
ghip's stewnrdess might help her out
in the absolute necesalties.

Hera the head-walter ~ brought
Gearge a letter, The address was
enough for George. No one but Ry-
anne could have written it. Without
excusing himself, he ripped off the
envelope and read the contents. For
tune ecould not reslst watchimg him,
tor she grasped quickly that only
Ryanne could have written a letter
here In Damascus, At first the tan
upon Ceorge’n cheeks darkened—the
s iden effuslon of blood; then It be-
came lighter, and the mouth and eyes
and nose became stern.

“Ia 1t bad news?”

“It all dependas upon how you look
at it. For my part, good riddance to
bad rubblsh, Here, read It yourself."

Bhe read: f

“My Dear Peroival: After all, I find
that T can not reconelle mysell to the

George broke his

wns he. There used to be a rhymd
about It, but I have forgotten that
Anyhow, there you are. I feel thal
I am conceding & point in regard to
the money. It I8 contrary to the laws
and by-laws of the United Romance
and Adventure Company to refund
Still, I intend to hold myself to it
With hale affection,
“RYANNE."

“What do you think of that?”' de
manded George hotly. “I never did
a good action in my life that wasn't
gerved 11, I'm a soft duffer, if there
ever was one,"”

“l ghall never be ungrateful for
your kindness to me"

“Oh, hang it! You're different;
you're not llke any other woman in
the world,” he blurted; and immedl
ately was selzed with a mlld species
of fright

Fortune stirred her coffea and deli
cately scooped up the swirling circles
of foam.

*0ld malds ecall that money,” he
gald understendingly, eager to cover
up bis boldness. “My mother used
to tell me that there were lots of
wonders in a tea-cup”

“Tell me about your mothar."

To him it was a theme nover lack-
ing In new expressions. When he
gpoke of his mother, it aliered the
clear and boyish note In his volce;
it bocame subdued, reveremt. Ha
would ‘never be aught than gulleless;
{t was not In his nature to divine any-
thing save his own Impulses. While
he thought he was pleasing her each
tender recollection, each pralse, was
in fact a nall added to her crucifixion,
gelf-imposed. However, she never
lowered her eyes, but-kept them
bravely directed Into his, In the midst
of one of his panegyrics he caught
sight of his watch which he had
placed at the slde of his plate.

“By Jove! quarter to nine. I'va
got an errand or two to do, and
there's no need of your running yout
fast off on my account. 111 be back
quarter after He dug into his
pocket and counted out fifty pounds
in paper and gold. *“You keep this
till I get back.”

Bhe pushed It =nalde,
from her chalr. )

“Fortune, llsten. Hereafter I am
George, your brother George; and 1
do not want you evar to question any
actlon of mine. 1 am leaving this
money In cass some secident befell
me. You never can tell.” He took
her hand and firmly preased it down
upon the mopey. “In hall an hour,

r, Il be back. You did not think
that I was golng to run away?"

“No'"

“Do you understand now?"

HY“'" ;

While he was gone she remalned
seated at the table. BShe made littls
pyramids of the gold, divided the even
dates from the odd, arranged Maltese
croases and circles and stars, . . .
Pity, pity! Well, why should she re
bel against it7 Was it not' more than
ghe had had hitherto? What should
she do? She closed her eyes. Bha
would trouble her tired bruin no more
about the future Il they reached
Naples. Bhe would let this one week
drift her how it would,

half rising
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on navigation. At sea he
to fostruct the crew In nayiga-
: all hands, oven down

that time among Britlsh seamen that
the Americans did not know bow to

tion, and as Captain @ aays, sat
‘as modest nsa mald,' ol a word,
but held his slate  penell fn  his
mouth.” : '- i
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NOTED St 6EY

Famons Estate in Ireland Is Re-
habilitated by U. S. Woman.

San Francisco Man Bought Homa
From Lord Ardilaun for His
Daughter—Place Rebuilt at a
Cost of $2,500,000.

London —Muckross Abbey, the ple
turesque home of Colonel and Mre.
Vincent, has bacome the headguarters
of a particularly Nlvely hunting senson
In Ireland, You perhaps will remexm-
ber that Mrs Vincent's father, W, B,
Brown of San Francisco, bought this
famous place from Lord Ardilaun, and
gave it to his daughter as o wedding -
présent. Of all the picturesque ruins
that rich American wives have had
to work on, thls was probably the

Showing Architecture of Muckross
Abbey,

most dilapidated, and It speaks won-
ders for the tremendous hold It must
have taken on her not to have daunt-
ed her when she saw Its tumble-down
condition. It had not been inhabited
for years, and the whole of the inte-
rior was Mlterally in ruins. But the
ancient outside walls were good, and
the vlews were so exquisite all around
that Mrs. Vincent fell in love with it
and eald she must have it. Forlu-
pately, too, she hadm't to consider
cost at all; the whola thing from
start to finish, bealdes what her fath-
er puid for it, Ia sald to have cost her
$2,600,000 to make it habitable, and
now Muckross Abbey, still as pletur-
esque ps ever, is one of the most
luxuriously and comfortably appoint-
el houses in the British lsles,

There was another thing, too,
which attracted her strongly in Muck-
rogs, and that was the opportunities
she saw It would give her of Indulg
ing her love of all outdoor pursuite
She {s pnssionately attached to ail
animals, partioularly dogs and horses,
and very soon after her marrisge she
made ap her mind to restore the sl
most extinot breed of Irish  wolf
hounds, She built kennels for be.
tween 50 and 60 dogs and had tho
whole of Ireland wscoured for good
wpecimens of the breed,

HUBBY SOLVES OLD PROBLEM

Puts Frogs In Mother-in-Law's Bed—

Now Wife Sues for Divorce From

Crue! Man. * L
— . .

New York.~Francls Colgate Dale
has found the solution of the mother-
in-law problem. That he has lost his
wife In the process doesn’t dim his
enthuslasm,

At the trial of the divorce proceed-
ings, commencid by Mrs, Dale, her
mother, Mrs, Frank N. Patterson, tes-
tifled that when she vwislted her
daughter, the hugband put big, wet,
wiggly bull froge In her bed

On another odcaslon she sald Dale
put tin cana under her bed and at-
taghed a siring to them' which ran
put of the window. He phlled the
string through the night. Dale was an
amateur violinist, the motherinlaw
testified, and when dinmer was an-
nounced e would play for at least a
Hislf hour and order that the meal be
unt served untll he was ready, He
wiso made it a rule to feed the cat
first before his motherdindaw eould
have her "sats” she shid.

It was also testified that when the
mother-inlpw visited him, Dale nvit:
ed an amateur orchestrs to his house
Lo practice, which often kapt up until
the early hours of the morning.

Mre, Dule sald that afterone of her
mother's visits, Dale presented for her
algnatirs & paper declaring that
mother “had an ungovernable te

and was the cause of any misunder-
ctl:ndll! b!_lw.;hxm that i was
imposnible to get along with her; and
that she should never enter their home
agaln” Mrs, Dale refused to sign it.
(dsughter (hat sho ghowld not live wit

.wtﬂ has Mm_w ‘wiyh, fnd




